LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

came "with a kind of Highland touch." A tropic
shower discovered in him "a frame of mind and body
that belonged to Scotland, and particularly to the
neighbourhood of Callander." When he turned to his
grandfather's life, he was filled with this yearning, and
the beautiful sentences in which he has describedl the
old man's farewell to {< Sumburgh and the wild crags of
Skye" were his own valediction to those shores. No
more was he to " see the topaz and the ruby interchange
on the summit of the Bell Rock/' no more to see the
castle on its hill, or "the venerable city which he must
always think of as his home." As he wrote of himself,
"Like Leyden I have gone into far lands to die, not
stayed like Burns to mingle in the end with Scottish
soil."

It is not to be wondered that his letters show moods
of depression which his indomitable spirit prevented him
from manifesting at the time to those around him, and
which perhaps beset him most when he turned to his
correspondence. As has been well said:2 "He was an
exile, and though his exile lay in pleasant places, he
had an exile's thoughts, and these were bound to be
uppermost when he wrote to his old intimates."

There were times when he was tempted to risk
everything, and to go back to the old life and the old
friends, were it only for a few weeks, or even a few
days. But he resisted the temptation, and fought on
manfully to the end.

For the rest the advantages and drawbacks of his
position were very evenly balanced: if absence threw
him out of touch with what went on at home, it also

1 Vol. L p. 9.              2 Quarterly Review, No. 381, p. 196.
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